A great we were close to the Heath, and walking thereabouts, I won-look on dered that we painters make so little use of the London scene, Spain Since Whistler made people see the Thames and its bridges and river-side houses with fresh eyes, no artist has made a part of London his own. But I am forgetting Muirhead Bone, who, notably in his earlier drawings of Newgate, St James's Hall and the Egyptian Hall, again brought a new vision to bear on the city. It was rather, however, a London in process of destruction which attracted him. His name will be, I fancy, more closely associated with Spain; for the superb series of drawings he made there, in the years immediately preceding the civil war, are among the weightiest records of our time. It was a strange and fortunate foreboding which sent Bone to make these drawings of buildings many of which were to suffer damage or destruction. Bone is, indeed, one of the rare artists whose work has the perfection of the older draughtsmen, There is nothing that baffles his eye or his pencil, and he is able to compose and select incidents from the scene before him while making highly finished drawings.
For a time, in his earlier years, Bone lived at the Vale of Health, and as I wandered over the Heath, many memories were evoked, of Mm and of George Calderon, the Michael Fields, John Masefield and Sturge Moore, Sturge Moore still lives at Hampstead. He inherited the journals kept over many years by the Michael Fields. From these he made a selection for publication, and knowing my close relations with these two valiant ladies, and my love for them, he asked me to write something by way of an introduction:
17.3,33, My dear Rothenstein,
I am delighted with your admirable introduction which is almost entirely felicitous,
May I venture to suggest that 'wonder how far these extracts will give, etc./ casts a doubt on their value. You introduce friends to your readers in hopes that they will become
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